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Lara Croft has. discovered in a notebook a clue to 
finding a hidden Egyptian tomb. Having taken 
the notebook to Dr Blackmore of the British 
Museum, she is then shocked to find he has died 
of a heart attack. But where is the notebook? © 
Can Lara manage without his help? Find out in 
the third episode of ERICA WAGNER'S story... 


PAPERS WERE SCATTERED everywhere. Had the place 
been rifled? Lara was suspicious,, but it was hard to tell; it 
hadn't exactly been orderly before and who knows, 
Blackmore might have been looking for something in his 
papers that would help him with the notebook. It looked like 
his filing system was about as good as hers, which could lead 
to a great deal of mess. Slipping her gloves back on, she lift- 
ed papers and books for some sign of - 

And there it was in front of her, the notebook! It was half- 
hidden under the yellow Post-It that was stuck to it, but she 
couldn't miss it. Lara was only just able to stop herself from 
laughing out loud. She glanced at the Post-It before peeling it 
off and tucking it safely in the pages: ‘Haggarty?’ it read. It 
wasn’t much to go on. Still, she’d bear it in mind. Quickly she 
snatched it up and shoved it her pocket and once again made 
her exit from the museum. It was only when Lara got home 
that she realised what had happened to the notebook. Now 
she sat at her kitchen table in the weak evening light, her 
head in her hands. Pages had gone missing; neatly excised 
with a sharp blade so that what she had in front of her now 
was only a little more than half of what she’d had before and 
mostly useless, she was sure. 

“J believe I have found the point at which we should dig,” 
she read. “It is not far from where we made our great discov- 
ery; from that point one must turn to the north and then - ” 
and there the page was cut off. Oh, rot! She pounded her fist 
on the table, leafed through to another mutilated page. 
“Then,” she read, “when the tomb is at last found, I believe 
the secrets contained inside will be of a magnitude that will 
cause the world to wonder as it has never wondered before. 
For although I find it hard to believe, the indications are that, 
in the end, Ankhesenamun was able to wrest from her late 
vizier and later pharaoh, Ay, a power which - ” and here 
another page was missing. She turned back a page or two 
“treasure that was found in the tomb of the boy-king was 
beyond compare; but I believe there are greater treasures still 
to be found beneath the Egyptian sands...” 

Yet what could Lara do? This couldn’t be a dead end, she 
refused to accept it. Perhaps the late Dr Blackmore could still 
help her. In any case, it would give her something to do. 


* U® * 


THE FILIPINO MAID set the laquered tray down on a low 
glass table; she bent to pour out two cups of China tea into 
porcelain so fine that Lara could see the level of the liquid rise 
against the side. A delicate scent of roses floated toward her. 

“It’s very good of you to see me, Miss Blackmore,” Lara 
said. She turned toward the window. “I must say, I find your 
view wonderfully distracting.” Outside the pane, Central Park 
stretched away beneath them, the leaves of its tall trees russet 
and gold against a brilliant autumn sky. The Reservoir glit- 
tered flat silver; she could just make out the small figures of 
runners pounding around its path like clockwork toys. Just 
below, the steps of the Metropolitan Museum were thronged 
with tourists and New Yorkers alike; Lara always loved to 
come here. 

“Yes, it’s splendid, isn’t it,” her hostess said. “I could never 
leave the city. I always felt sorry for my dear brother, living 
in dingy old London - oh, you'll forgive me, Miss Croft.” 

“Of course,” Lara said. “In any case, I quite agree with you 
about London. I’ve never lived there myself; couldn’t bear it.” 

Cornelia Blackmore took a sip of her tea. She was a tall 
woman, a little older than her brother, Lara guessed, but 
probably not much. She was strong-boned and elegant; her 
hair was a dark silver and she wore black slacks and a cream 
cashmere rollneck sweater. Small diamonds glittered in her 
ears, but the diamond that glittered on the third finger of her 
right hand - Miss Blackmore, after all - could never be called 
small. All this, the Fifth Avenue apartment, the muted 
grandeur of its decor - the Blackmores were clearly not a fam- 
ily short of a bob. She remembered the doctor’s fine shirt; you 
didn’t buy that kind of thing on a curator’s salary. 

“7 don’t know how I can help you, Miss Croft,” Cornelia 


Blackmore said, seating herself delicately 
on an 18th-century sofa covered in pale 
pink watered silk. “What is it you want to 
know?” 

“Ym not sure, really,” Lara said. 
Maybe this had all been a mistake. 
Maybe she simply looked a fool. She sat 
down opposite Miss Blackmore and nib- 
bled at a sugar-dusted biscuit. “It was 
just that your brother’s death seemed 
somewhat - unexpected. He seemed such 
a... healthy man.” 

“Did you know my brother well, Miss 
Croft?” Lara saw the corner of Cornelia 
Blackmore’s mouth turn up, ever so 
slightly, and felt herself blush. 

“We had only just met,” Lara said. “I 
hardly knew him at all.” She hadn't said 
anything about the notebook. What 
reason to? 

“I might say the same,” Miss 
Blackmore said. “We were never close, 
even as children. I don’t know, we never 
seemed to have much in common - 
except that we both hated Nanny.” She 
gave a little laugh. “And then he was 
always all over the place - I couldn’t keep 
track! Peru, Egypt, the Sudan - I'd get 
postcards, you know, every so often. He 
was always on the verge of something 
great, or so he said; nothing much ever 
seemed to come of it.” Cornelia looked down into her teacup. 
“He was like Daddy, I suppose,” she said finally. “Really, they 
were very similar - always after some adventure, always 
wanting more of whatever it was. My father would go big- 
game hunting - even after they made Africa into one huge 
park, you know; if you pay enough you can always find some- 
one to take you to kill a lion. Daddy drowned after he took his 
yacht out alone in heavy weather; he was mad to do it, of 
course, but you couldn’t stop him. It was the same with 
money: he always wanted more, nothing was ever enough, 
and he was always taking risks to get it, lunatic risks.” She 
waved her long-fingered hands around at the apartment. 
“Still, a lot of the risks came good, so I suppose I should be 
grateful. More tea?” Lara shook her head. “I’m sure if Daddy 
hadn't died on his boat he would have popped off with a 
coronary, like my dear late brother. It’s the kind of death one 
expects for such a man, don’t you think?” 

“Perhaps,” Lara said. 

“I’m not sure what else I can tell you. If you’re going to ask 
about his will, he didn’t leave anything - except money, of 
course. I only tell you because you don’t look like the type 
who’d be after that.” 

Lara blushed again. “No, I’m not,” she said. “I was - I'd 
met him professicnally, as I said in my fax. It was just we had 
- some unfinished business.” 

“Well. You’ve come a long way for very little reward, I’m 
afraid. I’m sorry I couldn’t be of more help.” They sat in 
silence for a moment. “Well, Rosa will show you out.” She tin- 
kled a little bell on the table and Rosa, the Filipino maid, 
appeared. “Show Miss Croft to the door, Rosa, will you? I’m 
sorry, Miss Croft, you had a wasted journey. Goodbye.” She 
reached out to shake Lara’s hand; her grip was as firm as 
Lara had expected it would be. 

That night, back in her room at the Royalton, Lara couldn’t 
sleep, and it wasn’t the city’s din that was keeping her awake. 
Her head buzzed with inchoate thoughts; she was sure there 
was something she ought to understand but it wasn’t coming 
clear. Finally, tired of tossing and turning, she got up out of 
bed and got dressed, pulling on a sturdy pair of boots and 
tying her hair back tightly. There was only one thing to do at 
a time like this. Exercise. A steam-clean for the brain. 

Lara got out of the subway at Park Place; New York always 
amazed her - even at the three o’clock in the morning it had 
been fairly crowded with people who Jooked like they were 
going off to work. She walked quickly past a darkened City 
Hall; the Woolworth Building loomed behind her, its elongat- 
ed cathedral shape piercing the sky. Crossing in front of the 
Municipal Building, she felt her steps lighten as she stepped 
onto the anchorage of the Brooklyn Bridge. This was more 
like it; this was the place to be. 

_ She strode out towards the New York tower’s twin arches, 
her heart beating faster as she rose above the river. Soon the 


FAMILY HOLIDAYS TO 
EGYPT TO BE WON 


From now until the New Year, The Times, Eidos and Microsoft 
are giving you the chance fo win some fantastic prizes. But 
there is a catch - you have to solve Lara's seven riddles. The 
first two have already been published but will be printed 
again later this month. Each individual riddle offers the 
chance to win Lara Croft merchandise. Solving all seven gives 
the chance to win a GoldenJoy Holidays family trip to Egypt. 


The next riddle appears next Saturday. 


USING THE TIMES ROSETTA STONE (RIGHT) AS A KEY, 


TRANSLATE AND RE-ARRANGE THE PIECES OF THE 


SMASHED TABLET BELOW TO FIT THE BLANK GRID (WE 
HAVE ALREADY INSERTED THREE BLOCKS TO GET YOU 


STARTED). EACH PIECE CONTAINS THREE ELEMENTS - 
HIEROGLYPHS OR SPACES. SOLVE THE RIDDLE. WHEN 
YOU HAVE THE ANSWER, RING THE COMPETITION 
HOTLINE, LEAVING THE ANSWER, YOUR NAME, 


ADDRESS AND DAYTIME TELEPHONE NUMBER. ENTRIES 
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PRIZES: 


ONE WEEKLY FIRST PRIZE: 

& f7 Lara Model, Lara Padded team Jacket, 
Tomb Ralder games 1, 2, 3 and 4, exclusive 
picture signed by team, Lara Analogue 
watch, Lara Ladies watch, Lara wallet, Lara 
Back pack, Lara Towel, Lara CD Case, Lara 
Mousemat, one copy of Microsoft Encarta 
Reference Sulte 2000 
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ONE WEEKLY SECOND PRIZE: — 

Tomb Raider games 1, 2, 3 and 4, Lara 
Desk Statue, Lara Wallet, Bath Towel, Half 
Zip fleece, Lara Analogue watch,.Lara 
Ladies watch, Lara T Shirt, Lara Mousemat, 
one copy of Microsoft Encarta Reference 


FOUR WEEKLY THIRD PRIZES: 
Lara desk statue, Lara Bath towel, Lara 
wallet, Lara Bobble hat, Lara Polo shirt, 
Lara Mousemat 

EIGHTY WEEKLY FOURTH PRIZES: 

Lara T-shirt, Lara Key Fob 


Normal Times Newspapers competition rules apply. Merchandise may vary at our discretion, 
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main cables, each nearly two feet across, rose up through a 
cut in the walkway; first to the height of her ankle, then to her 
knee, then stretching up and up towards the top of the towers 
where they passed through great metal saddles, keeping the 
bridge in tension and motion. Easily she hopped up on the 
cable and began her ascent. The wind stiffened, whipped her 
ponytail around her neck; she took a deep lungful of air. 
Lighter cables ran up along beside her and she held these for 
balance, the steel cold against her fingers. 

There was only one obstacle to her climb - other than the 
threat of being spotted and a clutch of squad cars arriving to 
drag her down - and that was a gate about 15 yards along the 
cable, locked and bolted.and fitted with extravagant spikes to 
prevent anyone ~- well, almost anyone - climbing around 
them. There were no stairways up through the stone towers, 
as there were in modern, all steel bridges; the cables were the 
only way up for repairmen and engineers. It was the best 
walk in the city, Lara thought. She had a quick scare when 
her jacket caught on the gate’s spikes and she almost slipped; 
but the fear gave her a rush as she rebalanced on the wide 
cable. It soared up toward a sky where she could just see a 
few faint stars over Brooklyn, and she followed it, one foot in 
front of the other, until she was able to climb up the little lad- 
der that led from the saddle to the very top of the tower, 276 
feet - and six inches - above the East River below. On one side 
Manhattan glowed and burned like Oz; on the other Brooklyn 
smouldered in a more stately, less gaudy manner. And here, 
where the air was high and clear, Lara heard Cornelia 
Blackmore’s voice in her head again: He was just like 
Daddy... nothing was ever enough, and he was always taking 
risks, lunatic risks... He was always on the verge of something 
great, or so he said; nothing much ever seemed to come of it. 

The rifled office, the missing pages; no matter what 
Cornelia Blackmore said, Lara didn’t think a heart attack was 


- responsible for what had happened to her brother. But what 


had happened to Blackmore? She was no closer to finding out. 
“Damn it,” she thought as she scuttled down the cable to the 
walkway and headed back underground. It was past four 
when she got back up to her room and finally, she was tired. 
Until she saw the fax that had been slipped under her door. 
Headed paper. Luxor Hilton Hotel, New Karnak, Luxor. 
Beneath that, handwriting she did not recognise. “Lara - care 
to turn over a new leaf?” it read. “If so - catch next flight. 
Wonderful things.” 
Lara packed her bags, paid her bill, and was gone before 
the sun rose. 
The next instalment will appear on December 18. 


WE HAVE TEAMED UP WITH GOLDENJOY HOLIDAYS, 
ONE OF THE LEADING TOUR OPERATORS FOR EGYPT 
ANDTHE RED SEA TO OFFER TIMES READERS UP TO 25 
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@ SHARMELSHEIKH WHERE THERE ARE GOLDEN 


BEACHES AND FABULOUS DIVING: SEVEN NIGHTS AT 
THE HILTON DREAMS OR HILTON WATERFALLS 
HOTELS FOR JUST £299 (NORMALLY £400). DEPARTURES 
MAY/JUNE SUNDAYS ONLY. GOLDENJOY HOLIDAYS 


_ DIVING PACKAGES CAN ALSO BE ORGANISED, - 


@ LUXOR-THEBES, ONCE THE CAPITAL OF EGYPT, HAS 
MANY GLORIOUS PHAROAHS TEMPLES AND TOMBS 
STILL STANDING: LUXOR HILTON OR MOVENPICK- 
JOLIEVILLE, BOTH HOTELS ARE ON THE NILE, FOR ONLY 
£279 PER PERSON FOR SEVEN NIGHTS (NORMALLY £370). 


@ NILECRUISE: SAILON THE M5 SOLEIL ASMALL 


» COMFORTABLE CRUISE SHIP WITH SPACIOUS CABINS AND 
© FIRST-CLASS FACILITIES. THIS IS PERHAPS THE FINEST WAY 
TO SEE THE MANY TEMPLES OF EGYPT. SEVEN NIGHTS FULL 


BOARD WITH EXCURSIONS, JUST £399 (NORMALLY £479). 
DEPARTURES SATURDAYS ON GOLDENJOY DIRECT FLIGHT 
TO LUXOR, JUNE 17, 24, JULY1AND8. 


@ Learn-to-dive course for five days just £190 per person. Other diving packages are available on request @ Prices are based on two people sharing atwin room: 
Single supplements and children's discounts are available on request. Standard Goldenjoy Holidays booking conditions apply. Offer is subject to availability. 
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